WITH FELONIOUS INTENT

" Well, we can't stay here," said Hubert, " For
one thing, I'm rather hungry, and, for another, I've
taken a dislike to the place. How far was that inn
we passed ? "
" A good four miles/' said I, " if we find the way.
But what about money ? "
My cousin tapped his stomach.
" They missed my belt/' he said. " I've got it
next to my skin. Fifty golden sovereigns should
stand us in stead."
I sometimes wonder how many wrongs go unrighted,
because the injured man has an empty purse. But
for Hubert's old-fashioned precaution, so far from
being able to take any sort of action against our foes,
we must have begged our way through the Austrian
countryside.
Indeed, our plight had seemed so shocking that my
cousin's news was the cordial I most required, and,
such is the hold of the mind upon the body, I wholly
forgot the cold and the pain in my head and was
ready to dance with delight to think that Harris had
left us ' the sinews of war/
So eager was I to be gone that I could hardly wait
while Hubert and Stiven scoured the kitchen for any
of our belongings that might have been dropped by
the thieves, and when at last they emerged with
nothing to show but one of my cousin's pipes, I set
the pace down the road at a steady four miles an hour.
And here I should say that Harris had left me my
wrist-watch as well as my great-uncle's ring. Had he
dreamed of their importance, he would, of course,
have taken them first of all, and, as is so often the
way, this one mistake that he made was to cost him
extremely dear.
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